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Green pastures of grass for all cattle, and life-giving

corn;
" But here of thy bosom, here only, the man-child was

born.

All races but one are as aliens engrafted or sown,
Strange children and changelings ; but we,   O  our

mother, thine own.
Thy nurslings are others, and seedlings they know not

of whom;
For these hast thou fostered, but us thou hast borne

in thy womb.

Who is he of us all, O beloved, that owe thee for birth,
Who would give not his blood for his birth's sake, O

mother, O Earth ?
What landsman is he that was fostered and reared of

thine hand
Who may vaunt him as we may in death though he

die for the land ?                                           1180

Well doth she therefore who gives thee in guerdon
The bloom of the life of thy giving ;                \_Epode.

And thy body was bowed by no fruitless burden,
That bore such fruit of thee living.